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all the way up. Lake Marion I found quite an
insignificant piece of water and all that I now re-
member of it is a little grey bird that flew chirping
across casting a lovely reflection in its clear trans-
luc'ent water. The reader will scarcely believe when
I say that that was the first bird and it proved to be
the last I saw in the Rockies. In this great mountain-
land of Canada one sadly misses the bird-life one is
used to in other parts of the world. No joyous matin-
songs herald the break of day, no short sharp trills
mark its close. Xo merry martlet comes to greet your
first waking moments, no belated lark lingers to fill
the last solitary hour of your evening. It's all so
dead and silent that were not the Rockies made
vocal by innumerable glacier-streams and rushing
mountain-torrents, they would be the chosen land
of Eternal Silences.

With the leaving of Glacier the following afternoon
I practically left the Rockies behind; for the scenery,
though still retaining its mountainous character,
had lost most of the jagged grandeur and essential
wildness of the real Rockies. Sicamous, where I
stayed for the night, was finely situated on the head
of a lake. And ere the first streaks of dawn had faded
away the great express came to carry us over the
last stage westwards to Vancouver. It was a long
journey of fourteen hours, and though most of it
passed through the famous Canyon Country and
along the banks of Fraser River, it proved none the
less tedious and uninteresting. I was glad therefore
when I at length found myself comfortably settled
for the night in the last of the C.P.R. mammoth